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Humphrey Van Wuydrn. critic and dilet-
tante, finds himself aboard thn HealliiK
schooner Uliost, Cnptnln Wolf Larnen,
bound to Jnpnn waters. Tho cnptnln
tnnkes him cabin boy "for tho good of Ills
noul," The cocknev conk, MtiKrldK?, Is
jealous and hazes htm. Wolf liases a noi-ma- n

and makes It the basis for a lc

discussion with Hump, Cooky nnd
Ilump whet knives nt each other, Hump's
Intimacy with Wolf Increases, A rnrnlvnl
of brutality breaks loose In the ship. Wolfproves himself the rnostur brute. Hump,
ifHpllo hlii protest, Is mela mate on tho

liell-Nhl- and proves b ills conduct In a
Mow that ho has learned "to stand on his
own ICRs." Two men desert the vessel
In ono of tho smnll boats, A younjr worn-n- n

and four men, survivors of a steamer
wreck, arc rescued from a small boat.The deserters are sighted, but Wolf stand)nway and leaves them to drown. Maudo
Ijrowslcr, the rescued girl, und Van
wcjfdon find they know each other's
W0I& Tl'oy talk together of a world aliento Wolf Maude sees MunrldRO towed
overside In a. bowline to glvu htm a bath

n3 his foot bitten off by a shark as ho
Is hauled aboard, She begins to reallionor danger at the hands of Wolf. Van
Sy'loti realizes that ho loves Mnudo.
Wolfs brother, Death I.nrsen, comes on
tho sealing grounds In the steam sealer
Macedonia und blankets Wolf's boats, ho
MoallKff lils catch. Death Larson "hogs"
tho den again and Wolf captures one of
lit boats with Its men.

CHAPTER XXI Continued.

Ho dropped down to tho deck and
frosted his riflo ncross tho rail. Tho
hullots wo had rocolvcd had traveled
noarjy a mllo, but by now wo had cut
that dlstanco In half. Ho fired throo
taroful shots. At tho third tho boat-utoor-

lot loose his stoorlng-oa- r and
crumpled up In tho bottom of tho boat.

"1 guess that'll fix them," Wolf Lar-uo- n

K?ild, rising to his foot. "I couldn't
afford to lot tho hunter havo it, and
Ihoro Is a chanco tho boat-pulle- r

doesn't know how to atcor. In which
caso, tin huntor cannot steer and
shoot at tho samo tlmo."

His roasojilng was Justllled, for tho
boat ruBhcd at onco Into tho wind and
tho huntor sprang aft to tako tho boat-oteoror- 's

place Thoro was no more
shooting, though tho rifles woro still
cracking merrily from tho othor boats.

Tho huntor had managed to got tho
boat boforo tho wind ogain, but wo ran
down upon It, going at least two foot
to lt8 ono. A hundred yards away, I
imw tho boat-pullo- r pass a riflo to tho
huntor. Wolf Larsen went amidships
nnd took tho coll of tho throat-halyard- s

Jtrom Its pin. Then ho peorod over tho
fall with lovolcd ,rlflo. Twlco I saw tho
huntor lot go tho stoorlng-oa- r with ono
hand, roach for his riflo, and hosltnto.
wo woro now alongaldo and foaming
past.

"Hero, you!" Wolf Larson crlod sud-
denly to tho boat-pulle- r. "Tako a
fcurn!"

At tho samo tlmo ho flung tho coll
rope. It struck fairly, nearly

mocking tho man over, but ho did not
pboy. Instead, ho looked to his huntor
jfor ordors. Tho huntor, lu turn, was
In a quandary. His riflo was botweon
his knoos, but If ho lot go tho atoor-tng-o-

In order to shoot, tho boat
;would swoop around and collldo with
tho schooner. Also ho saw Wolf Lar-Btm- 's

riflo bearing upon him and know
ho would bo shot oro ho could got his
riflo Into play.

"Toko a turn," ho said qulotly to tho
mm.

Tho boat-pullo- r oboyed, taking a turn
around tho Httlo forward thwart and
lmymg tno lino as It Jerked taut. Tho
mat shoorcd out with a rush, and tho
mntor steadied It to a parallol course

como twenty feet from tho sldo of tho
.Ghost.

"Now got that sail down and como
nlongsldo!" Wolf Larson ordered.

Onco aboard, tho two prisoners
hoisted In tho boat and under Wolf
parson's direction carried tho wound- -

rod boat-atoorc- r down into tho foro
OQStlo.

y "It our flvo boatB do as well as you
'imd I havo done, wo'll havo a protty
full crow. Wolf Larson said to mo.

"Tho man you shot ho Is, I hopo "
Maud Drowstcr quavered.

"In tho ahouldor," ho answered.
"Nothing aorloua. Mr. Van Weydcn
will pull him around as good as over In
throo or four wooks."

i "But ho won't pull those chapB
around, from Iho foolc of It," ho addod,
pointing at tho Macedonia's third boat,
for which I had boon steering and
which was now nearly abreast of us
"That's Horner's and Smoko'a work. I

told them we wanted llvo mon, not
carcasses. Dut tho joy of shooting to
hit la a most compelling thing, when
onco you've learned how to shoot. Ever
experienced It, Mr. Van Woydon?"

I shook my bead and regarded tholr
work. It had Indeed boon bloody, for
they had drawn off aud Joined our
othor three boats in tho attack on the
remaining two of tho enemy, Tho do

ortofi boat was in tho trough of tho
pica, rolling drunkenly acrosB ouch
comber, its loose sprltaall out at right
angles to it and fluttering and flapping
In tho wind. Tho hunter and boat-pull-

woro both lying awkwardly In
Jtho bottom, but tho boat-stoorc- r lay
across tho gunwalo, halt In and halt
out, his arms trailing In tho water aud
his hoad rolling from sldo to sldo.

"Don't look, Miss Drowstor. ploaso
Aon't look," I had begged of her, aud I

was glad that sho had minded me and
been sparod tho sight.

"Hoad right into tho bunch, Mr, Van
'Woydon," was Wolf Larson's com-sand- ,

As ho drew Bearer, tho firing coasod,

JAm'WNDON
and wo saw that tha fight was over.
Tho remaining two boats had boon cap-
tured

Its
by our flvo, and tho sovon wore

ground together watting to bo picked
up.

"LcrMc at that!" i cried Involuntarily,
pointing to tho northeast.

Tho blot of smoko which Indicated
tho Macedonia's position had

"Yes, I'vo been watching it," was
Wolf Larson's calm reply. Ho meas-
ured tho distance away to tho fog-ban- k

and for an Instant paused to fcol of
tho wolght of tho wind on his cheek.
"Wo'll mako it, I think; hut you can
dopond upon It that blessed brother of
mine has twigged our Httlo game and
is Just for us. Ah, look at
that!" As

Tho blot of smoko had suddonly
grown larger, aud It was very black.

"I'll boat you out, though, brother
mine," ho chuckled. "I'll beat you out,
and I hopo you no worse than that you
rack your old engines Into scrap."

CHAPTER XXII.

When wo hovo to, a hasty though or-dor-

confusion ralgned. Tho boats
came aboard from ovory side at once.
As fast as tho prisoners camo over
tho rail they woro marshaled forward
Into tho forocastlf by our hunters,
whllo our oallorB hoisted In tho boats.
poll-mol- l, dropping them anywhero up-
on tho dock and not stopping to laah of
them. Wo woro already under way, all a
sails sot and drawing, and tho shoots
bolng Blacked off for a wind abeam, as
tho last boat llttod clear of tho wator
"ttid swung In tho tackles. for

Thoro was neod for hasto. Tho
Macedonia, belching tho blackest of tho
smoke from her funnol, was charging
down upon us from out of tho north
east. Neglecting tho boatB that re-
mained to her, sho had altored her
courso so as to antlclpato oura. Sho
was not running Btraight for us. but
ahead of us. XDur courses woro con
verging llko tho Bides of nn anglo, tho
vortex of which was at tho edgo of tho
fog-ban- It was thoro, or not at all.
that tho Macedonia could hopo to catch
us. Tho hopo for tho Ghost lay In
that sho should pass that point boforo
tho Macedonia arrived at It.

ueuor got your rnios, you fellowB,"
Wolf Larson called to our hunters;
and tho flvo mon lined tho leo rail,
guns In hand, and waltod.

Tho Macedonia was now but a mile
nway, tho black smoko pouring from
hor funnol at a right anglo, so madly
alio rncod, pounding through tho aea at
a sovonteon-kno- t gait " 'Sky-hootin- g

through tho brino,'" ns Wolf Larson
quoted whllo gazing at hor. Wo woro
not making inoro than nlno knots, but
tho fog-ban- k wob very near.

A puff of smoko broko from tho
Macedonia's dock, wo hoard a hoavy
report, and a round holo took form In
tho stretched canvas of our mainsail.
Thoy woro shooting at us with ono of
tho small cannon which rumor had
said thoy carried on board. Our mou.
clustering nmldshlps, wavod tholr
hatB and raised a dorlslvo cheer. Again
tlioro was a puff of smoko and a loud
report, this tlmo tho cannon ball strik
ing not moro than twenty foot astorn
and glancing twlco from Boa to sea to
windward cro It sank.

But thoro was no rlflo-flrln- g for tho
reason that all their hunters woro out
in tho boatB or our prisoners. When
tho two vcbsoIb were half a mile apart,
a third Bhot mado another holo In our
mainsail. Thon wo ontorod tho fog. It
was about us, volllng and hiding us In
Its (Ioiibo wot gnuzo.

Tho sudden transition was startling.
Tho moment boforo wo had boon loan
mg tnrpugh tho sunshlno. tho clear
aky above ua, tho soa broaklnc nnd
rolling wldo to tho horizon, and a ship,
vomiting smoko and flro and Iron mis- - as
sues, rushing madly upon ua. And at
onco, as in an inatant's leap, tho aun
was oiotteu out. tnoro was nn nUv
oven our mastheads woro lost to.vlow,
ana our norizon was such as tcar-blln- d

cd oyos may see.
It was weird, atrangoly weird. I

looked at Maud Browator and know
mat sno was similarly affoctod. Then
I looked at Wolf Laraon, but thoro was
nothing Bubjoctlvo nbout his stato of
consciousness. His wholo concern was
with tho Immediate objoctlvo prosont.
Ho still held tho wheel, and I folt that
ho was timing tlmo, rockonlng tho
passago of tho minutes with each for
ward lungo and loownrd roll of tho
Ghost.

uo for'ard and hard-a-lo- o without
any nolso,".ho said to mo In n low
volco. "Clow up tho topsails flrst. Sot
mon at all tho shoots. Let thoro bo no
rattling of blockB, no sound of voIcob.
No noise, understand, no nolsp."

When all waB roady, tho word "hard-a-Ioo- "

was passed forward to mo from
man to man; nnd tho Ghost heeled
about on tho port tack with practically
no hoIbo at all. And what Httlo there
was tho slapping of a fow reofpolnts
and tho croaking of a shenvo In a block
or two was ghostly under tho hollow
echoing pall In which wo woro
Bwnthed,

Wo had scarcoly filled away, It
seemed, when the foir thinned iibnintlv
and wo woro again In tho sunshlno, th
wido-strotchin- g sea breaking before up
to tho skyline. Hut tho ccuxs wn
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bare. No wrathful Mncedonla broko
surface nor blackened tho sky with

her smoke.
Wolf Larson at onco squared away

and ran down along the rim of tlio fog-ban-

His trick was obvious. Ho had
entered tho fog to windward of tho
steamer, and whllo tho steamer had
blindly driven on Into tho fog In tho
chanco of catching hlra ho had como
about and out of his shelter and was
now running down to re-ent- to loo-

wnrd. Successful In this, tho old slmilo
tho noodlo In tho haystack would bo

mild Indeed compared with his broth-
er's chanco of finding him.

Ho did not run long. Jibing tho foro
and main Balls and setting tho topsails
again, wo bonded back Into tho bank.

wo entered I could havo sworn I

saw a vaguo hulk emerging to wind-
ward. I looked quickly nt Wolf Lar-
son. Already wo wero ourselves
burled in tho fog, but ho nodded his
head. Ho, too, had seen It tho Mnco-donl-

guessing his maneuver and fall-
ing by a moment In anticipating it.
Thero was no doubt that wo had es-
caped unseen.

"I'd glvo Ave hundred dollars,
though," Wolf Larsen said, "Just to bo
aboard tho Macedonia for flvo minutes,
listening to my brother curse."

"And now, Mr. Van Woydon," he
said to mo when ho had been relieved
from tho wheol, "wo must mako these
nowcomors welcome. Servo out plenty

whlBky to tho hunters and soo that
fow bottles slip for'ird. I'll wager

ovory man Jack of them Is over tho
sldo tomorrow, hunting for Wolf Lar-
son bb contentedly as over they hunted

Death Laraon."
Wolf Larsen took tho distribution of

whisky off my hands, and tho bot-

tles began to mako tholr appearanco
whllo I worked over tho fresh batch of
wounded mon In tho forocaatlo. I had
aoon whisky drunk, but never as theso

The Macedonia Was Now but a Mile
Away.

mon drank It, from pannikins and
mugs, aud from tho bottles great
brimming drinks, each ono of which
was in itsolf a debauch. But thoy did
not Btop at ono or two. Thoy drank
and drank, and ovor tho bottles slipped
forward and thoy drank moro.

Tho stoorago, whoro woro two
woundod hunters, was a repetition of
tho forocaatlo, except that Wolf Lar
son was not bolng curaod; nnd It was
with a great relief that I again
omorged on dock and went nft to tho
cabin. Supper waa reauy, and Wolf
Larson and Maud woro waiting for mo.

Whllo all his ship was getting drunk
fast as it could ho romalnod sober.

Not a drop of liquor passed his Hps.
Ho did not daro It under tho circum-
stances, for ho had only Louis nnd mo
to dopond upon, nnd Louis wan ovon
now nt tho wheel. Wo wero sailing on
through tho fog without a lookout and
without lights. That Wolf Larson hud
turned tho liquor looso among his mon
surprised me, but ho ovldontly know
tholr psychology and tho boat method
of comontlng In cordiality what had
begun In bloodshod.

His victory ovor Doath Larson
seemed to havo had a romarkablo ef-

fect upon him. Tho provlous ovcnlng
ho had reasoned hlniBolf Into tho blues,
and I had been waiting momentarily
for ono of his characteristic outbursts.
Yot ho dlBcovorod hlmaolf In splwndul
trim when I entorod the cabin. Ho had
had no headachos for wooks, his oyos
wero clear blue as tho sky, hlB bronzo
was beautiful with porfect health;
Hfo swelled through his volnB In full
and magnificent flood. While waiting
for mo ho had engaged Maud In ani-

mated discussion. Ho scorned volublo,
prono to speech as I had novor soon
him before. Tho discussion waa on
lovo and, as usual, his waa tho sheor
materialistic aldo, and Maud's was tho
Idealistic. For myself, beyond a word
or bo of suggestion or correction uow
and again, I took no part.

Ho was brilliant, but so was Maud,
and for some tlmo I lost tho thread of
tho conversation through studying hor
face as Bho talked. It was a faco that
rarely displayed color, but tonight It
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was flushed and vivacious. Her wit
was playing keenly, nnd aho was enjoy-
ing tho tilt ns much as Wolf Larson,
and ho was onjoylng It hugely. For
somo reason, though I know not why,
In tho argument, so utterly had I lost
it in tho contemplation of ono stray
brown lock of Maud's hair, ho quoted
from Iseult at Tlntagol, whero aho
says :

Blessed am I beyond women even
heroin,

Thnt beyond all born women Is my nin.
And perfect my transgression.

As ho had read pessimism Into
Omar, so now ho read triumph, sting-
ing triumph and exultation, into Swin-
burne's Hnc3. And ho read rightly,
and ho read well. Ho had hardly
ceased reading when Louis put his
head into tho compauloiuvny and whis-
pered down:

"Bo easy, will yo? Tho fog's lifted,
an' 'tis tho port light iv a steamer
that's crossln' our bow this blessed
minute.' i

Wolf Larson sprang on deck, and so
swiftly that by tho tlmo wo followed
him ho had pulled the stecragc-slld- o

over tho drunken clamor and was on
his way forward to closo tho forocas-tle-scuttl-

Tho fog, though It re-

mained, had lifted high, whero It ob-

scured the stars and mado tho night
qulto black. Directly ahead of ub I

could see a bright rod light and a whlto
light, and I could hear the pulsing of a
steamer's engines. Beyond a doubt It
was tho Macedonia.

Wolf Larson had returned to tho
poop, nnd wo stood in a silent group,
watching tho lights rapidly cross our
bow.

"Lucky for mo ho doesn't carry a
searchlight," Wolf Larsen said.

"What if I should cry out loudly?"
I queried In a whisper.

"It would bo all up," he answered.
"But havo you thought upon what
would immediately happen?"

Before I had tlmo to express any de-

sire to, know, ho had mo by tho throat
with his gorilla grip, and by a faint
quiver of tho muscloa a hint, as It
wore ho suggested to mo tho twist
that would surely havo broken my
neck. Tho noxt moment ho had re-

leased mo and wo wero gazing at tho
Macedonia's lights.

"What if I should cry out?" Maud
asked.

"I llko you too well to hurt yoa," ho
said softly nay, thoro was a tender-
ness and a caress in his volco that
mado mo wlnco. "But don't do it. Just
tho same, for I'd promptly break Mr.
Van Woydon's neck."

"Thon sho has my permission to cry
out." I said defiantly.

"I hardly think you'll care to sacri-
fice tho Dean o' American Letters tho
Second," ho Bnoercd.

Wo epoko no more, though we had
become; too used to ono another for tho
sllonco to bo awkward; and when tho
rod light and tho whlto had disap-
peared wo returned to tho cabin to
flnlah tho Interrupted auppor.

If over Wolf Laraon attained tha
summit of living, ho attained it thon.
From tlmo to tlmo I foraook my own
thoughtB to follow htm, and I followed
In amazo, maatored for the moment by
hlB remarkablo Intellect, under tho
apoll of hlB passion, for ho xraa preach-
ing tho passion of revolt. It was In-

evitable that Milton's Lucifer should
bo Instanced, nnd tho kfiennesB with
which Wolf Larson analyzed and de-

pleted tho character was a revelation
of his stifled genius. It romlnded mo
of Tatno. yot I know tho man had
novor hoard of that brilliant though
dangorouB thinker.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Stevenson as a German Spy.
It Is Interesting, says tho London

Chronlclo, to recall that Stevenson
has recorded his imprisonment In
Franco as a Gorman Bpy, so foreign
looking was ho m appearanco. An-dro-

Lang found his appearanco at
twonty-olgh- t was anything but that
of a Scotsman, and tho samo difficulty
pursued tho novelist through llfo,
moro ospoclally on tho continent.

"It Is a great thing, bollovo mo," ho
wroto In tho Inland Voyage, "to pro-

sont a good normal typo of tho nation
you bolong to," and, as ho says in tho
samo chaptor, "I might como from any
part of tho globo, it aeoms, oxcept
from whoro I ao.

Salt Water Improves Coal.
In recovering enrgoos of coal from

aunkon vessols It has boon discovered
that tho combustion of coal Is Im-

proved by submergence in salt wator.
Coal subjected to tho action of sea- -

wator for a number of years will burn
almost entirely away, leaving only a
small amount of ash and no clinkers.
Crates of coal, each holding approxi-
mately two tons, woro submorgod by
tho British admiralty in 1903, nnd at
different times slnco cortaln of them
havo boon ratscd and oxporlments con-

ducted. Tho tests all havo been In
favor of tho salt-wat- treatment.

Her Political Views.
"Jano, I havo dlwcovorod that our

now cook has 'docldod vIowb about
tho policy In tho Ewt."

"John, what do you moan?"
"Sho believes In tho gradual disrup-

tion of china."

The Master's Re-

ception Evening

By REV. HOWARD W. POPE
of the Moody Bible Institutes

of Chicago

TEXT Not forsaking thn assembling of
ourseU-e- s together. Heb. 10:25.

I. Tho ideal prayer mooting never
happens. If it Is a good meeting, somo- -

body has put
pray or and
thought and work
Into It. The laws
of graco aro as
rigid, and as re-

liable, too, as tho
laws of nature.
"Hcavon may bo
had for tho ask-
ing," Bays Uio poet,
but tho idonl
prayer mooting
cannot. It Is as
truo hero as else-
where .that "what-
soever a man sow-ct- h,

that shall ho
also reap."

Hence tho leador should preparo
carefully. Tho hymns can bo select-
ed; ono person can bo asked to pray
for tho sick, another for tho absent,
and so on. Attention to details helps
Immensely. But eipeclally should tho
leader wuit upon God In prayer until
his heart burns with love, and his soul
is sensitlvo to tho faintest whisper
of tho Holy Spirit. If athletes train
for a boat race or a ball gamo, simply
to secure the applause of people, sure-
ly tho Christian can afford to train for
a spiritual conflict whero all tho forces
of heaven and hell aro arrayed against
each other, whcrecternal destinies are
at stake, and whoro overy part of tho
service Is watched with keenest so-

licitude by "so great a cloud of wit-
nesses."

Not only tho leader, but all tho mem
bers should prepare. Let them read,
think and pray ovor tho subject. Let
them deny themselves dally, for a
godly llfo Is tho best preparation for
an Ideal meeting. Lot them gather up
spiritual strength all the week and
concentrate it upon this service, mak
ing It tho supremo hour of tho week,
tho hour

When heaven comes down our souls to
greet,

And glory crowns tho morcy-sea- t.

II. Tho Ideal prayer meeting has an
object as well as a subject a deflnlto
object,, never to be forgotten by tho
leader or tho workers.

What Is that subject? It is not
simply to have an Interesting meeting.
A service may be Interesting, nnd yet
bo so devoid of spirituality as to sug-
gest only, "sounding brass and tinkling
cymbals." Tho real object Is to
awaken spiritual emotion, to bring tho
soul faco to face with God, to kindle,
fires of devotion until tho qltar Is all
ablazo with the sacrifice of willing
hearts, and there comes over tho audi-enco'th-

Indescrlbablo thrill nnd holy
hush which betokens tho presence ol
God, and which makes every heart
ready to say, "O God, thy will bo
done."

This Is tho truo object of a prayoi
meeting to bring every soul to the
point where It Ib willing to do Its duty,
so that decisions may be mado and re-

sults may bo secured, right then and
there. At tho closo of a meeting
where tho thomo was tomperanco tho
tldo of feeling rose bo high that 64
young men and women signed a total-abstlnonc- o

pledge and thereby com-
pletely revolutionized tho tomperanco
Bentlment of that church.

Whatover tho subject of the meet-
ing, never loso sight of tho object.
Fooling which docs not lead to action
is of questionable value.

III. Tho ideal meeting Is cheerful,
social and hearty. Have a bright car-
pet on tho floor, appropriate pictures
on tho wall, flowers on tho table, and
tho room seated with chairs. Mako it
look as Httlo llko a church, and as
much like a homo as possible. Lay
off hatB, wraps and overshoes.

Havo a "smllo-'em-u- p coramlttoo" at
the door to welcomo strangers and to
distribute tho audience widely tho
small boys apart from each othor, tho
workers near tho unconvortcd, and tho
timid ones near tho moro spiritual.

Into this "rest for the weary" como
with your thanksgiving and rejoicing.
Mnko tho welkin ring with song. Lot
tho moat spiritual membors load in
prayer until a strong devotional at- -

mosphero has been created, which will
mako it easy for anyono to confess
Christ.

Bo cheerful! Paul had his discour-
agements, but he kept them to him-
self. Cultivate tho habit of handshak-
ing, and do not wait for an Introduc-
tion. In short, strlvo to bo

Oqo of tho spirit chosen by heaven to
turn

Tho sunnysldo of things to human eyes,

IV. Tho ideal meeting is ono In
which nil tako part. There aro somo
things that Ho within tho rench of all.
You can All up tho front seats, and
thus support tho lender. You can
apeak oarly In tho meeting, and ono
Hontonco then is worth a dozen later
on.

Anyono can repeat a verso of Scrip-
ture, and if it Is selected with caro
and prayer, God will uso It to strength-
en tho saintB and to enrry conviction
to sinners. Remember that tho Word
of God is the sword of tho Spirit. Uso
it for a purpose, and expect results.

SOI UN Gl
WSk REPORTS

In Its Isauo of February 24th, 1916,
tho Wadena (Minn.) Plonoer Journal

has tho following
Oats letter from West-

ern115 Bushels Canada written
Per Acre. by Walter Gloodeu,

who is renowlng
hlB subscription to his homo paper:
"Tho times wo aro having up horo
aro very good in splto of tho war. I
havo had very good crops this fall
and wo aro having very good markets
for It all. Wheat wont from 30 to 60
bu. to tho acre, oats from 50 to 100 bu.
to tho aero. I had an. o field of
oats' which yielded mo 115 bu. per aero
by machine measure, so I think thla
1b a protty proaporous country. I
havo purchased another quarter sec-
tion, which makes mo now thotownor
of three-quarter- s of a section of
land. Tho weathor was very nlco this
fall up to Chrlatmas, then wo had qulto
oevoro weather, but nt tho present
tlmo It is very nlco again."

"I lived many years in Alberta; filed
a homostead in tho Edmonton district;

own property in
One of the sovoral parts of AU

Beat Countries berta. I found It
I Ever Saw. ono of tho boat

countries I ever
saw; Its banking system Is bettor than
that of tho United Statc9; ono quarter
section I own, wltb about 54,000.00
worth of Improvements, pays $18.00 a
year taxes. All tax Is on the land; im-

plements and personals aro not taxed.
I was secretary-treasure- r of Aspelund
Bchool district for two years. My du-

ties wero to assess all the land in tho
district, collect tho tax, expend It (?1,-000.0- 0

a year), hlro a teacher, etc., for
tho sum of $25.00 a year. Somo econ-
omy, eh!

"All school and road taxes aro
In tho districts whero thoy aro

collected. Thero aro no other taxes.
Land titles aro guaranteed by tho gov-
ernment and an abstract costs fifty
cents. Half of the population of A-
lberta aro Americans or from Eastern
Canada. (Sgd.) WILL TRUCKEN- -

MILLER." Advertisement.

Important Personage.
Tom Why were you so extremely

pollto to that old man? Is ho a rich
relative?

Jack Sh-h-h- ! That is my prospec- -

Uvo father-in-la-

One or the Other.
Binks I aaw Jones yesterday and

ho 1b getting qulto gray!
Links Ago or auto.

HOW MRS. BEAN"

MET THE CRISIS

Carried Safely Through Change
of Life by Lydia . Pinkham'o

Vegetable Compound.

Nashville, Tenn, "When I was going-throug-h

tho Change of Lifo I had a tu
iiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiniii mor aa largo as a

child's head. Tho
doctor said it was
three years coming
and gavo me medi-
cine for it until I
was called away

IIhI from tho city for
some time. Of
'courso I could not
go to him then, so
inVHlstcr-ln-ln- tulrl

Mime that she thought
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegotablo Com
pound would euro it. It helped both
tho Change of Lifo and the tumor and
when I got homo I tltd not need the doctor.
I took tho Pinkham remedies until tho
tumor was gone, the doctor said, and I
hove not felt it since. I tell every ona
how I waa cured. If this letter will
help others you aro welcomo to use it"

Mrs. E. n. Bean, 525 Joseph Avenue,
Nashville, Tenn.

Lydia E. Pinkham'o Vegetable Com
pound, n puro remedy containing tho
extractive properties of good old fash-ion- ed

roots and herbs, meets the needs
of woman's system at this critical period
of her lifo. v Try it

If there Is any symptom In your
caso which puzzles you, writo to
tho Lydia 3. Pinkham Medicine
Co., Lynn, Muss.

Don't Persecute
Your Bowels

Cut out cathartics and purgatives. They are
brutal, harsh, unnecessary. Tr' rtCARTER'S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS
Purely vegetable. Act .IHipAnrrnVrgenuy on tne itver,
eliminate anaDue, H Ilk I
sooine tne aeiicate.
membrane of the.4mjmr ivt.K.
boweL Lure.
ConiliptUon.
BlUoaincsi,
Sick Hud.
scht u4 Indication, n millions know.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature

Wttioa R. Coleman,
I'atent ITryr,Wutilngton,
D.H AilvltflADdfaookitrra.

Uaten reasonable nigbeat references. Beat Beivlota.

Irrlmlori Parm lnColorado,onrnllroad;bTriTeri
IlllgUlCU rallll no ttocrti, droutn, hot wlnd ot
cjcluUMi. St. W. Joue. 875 Marlon au.Iwnrer. tX)lo.

GALLSTONES
AtoM operation!. 1'oaltWn renindr nn TwCATo ()() Heantuanro. Wrttoturonr H Hbje Hook ot Truth aim Ifacu IVI-il--a
CtIlitaanXndCe..DBtC.MUSXuUnSU,CUca(


